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31 DECEMBER ~ 


I was glad when 

the long train ride 

was over 

And I felt warm inside 
because 

once I got rid of the smell 
of that White Christmas 
Silver Bells 

commercial holiday bullshit 
I was glad 

that at least I was home 
again 


The city 

is a tough place to call home 
It’s like living in a psycho ward 
with every lunatic for himself 


And somewhere 

inside all this madness 

I see a few familiar faces 

I am relieved to see 

only because they are familiar 
But all too soon 

All the faces seem the same 
And all the stares feel the dame 
And I start to feel as if 
Everyone 

is either a salesman 

or a whore 

Selling something they think is worth a shit 
or maybe 

just selling themselves 


ONE HUNDRED YEARS 


One hundred years 
from now 

when our bodies 

are no more than ashes 
in the wind 

I will still burn 

for you 

with a love 

Stronger than Death 


And you will watch me 
fade away 

and I will watch you 

fly away 

and we will watch the years 
huddle tugether 

and await their death 


And in the twilight 

on the black shore 

I will reach out to you 
with a friendship 
Stronger than Time 
and all of our fears 
will laugh at us 

and we will laugh back 
because we have two hearts 
and if we did not 

we would each have 
hone 


A PERFECT ROSE 


Outside 
Amidst a forest of noxious weeds 
I see a perfect rose 


[open my window 

and jump outside my body 
turn round 

and take a look at myself 


And I wish that I could be 

bigger and stronger 

all powerful and all knowing 
Then I wouldn’t have to be afraid 
of anyone 

not your friends 

or my friends 

or our ex-friends 

not even your 

mother and father 


And for a moment 

I consider myself free 
and forgetting my body 
I race through the forest 
in my naked soul 

to pick for you 

that perfect rose 


But as my soul 
reaches out 

it is pricked 

by the thorns 

and my blood runs 
a red so bright 

I cannot see 


And I call 

and you come 

and as you run your fingers 
over my blind eyes 

they read 

in immaculate braille: 

Tluve you 


IN AN ARTIST’S STILL 


The silent sing a familiar song 
God weeps, God weeps 

The lyrics plead for instant change 
God weeps, God weeps 


1. 

The snow was wet, and cold 

In an artist’s still, the face was lined and gold 
Man and men will tie your hand 

freedom paints on walls of sand 

all efforts fail, no matter how grand 

God weeps, God weeps 
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The martyr dics, and turns to dust 

In an artist’s still, the face was old with rust 
His people sing their burial song 

The prison guard laughs loud and long 
and yet Steve Biko did no wrong 

God weeps, God weeps 


3. 

Hot cross burns my virgin skin 

In an artist's still, my face was lined with sin 
In my dreams and in my sleep 

behind my eyes a hatred creeps 

before I wake, the roots dig deep 

God weeps, God weeps 


4. 

Patience grips my burning heart 

In an artist’s still, the face would soon depart 
A generation past my time 

All see that we have done no crime 

we are weak, but yet we smile 

God weeps, God weeps 


5. 

I had more faith than I could feel 

In an artist’s still, my face was strong as steel 

our freedom safe, our slavery drowned 

still my relief can make no sound 

for a moment's love, my conscience kissed the ground 
God weeps, God weeps 


6. 

Hot cross soothes my seething hide 

In an artist's still, the face just beamed with pride 
my freedom is now absolute 

mine eyes are opened to the truth 

my hatred pulled up at the roots 

God weeps. 


STAINED GLASS 


1. 

On the heels 

of her screaming eyes 

and silent tongue 

come angry young men 
ready to prove their worth 
catch him, stalk him, 

kick him, kill him, 

become a hero, 

though still threatened by the shadows 
are her screaming cyes 


2. 

The winter holds no promises 

of a secret kept tight 

behind her silent tongue 

touch her, hold her, 

cry with her and love her, 

new seasons can bring no genesis, 
and still her screaming eyes see 
stained glass windows at twilight, 
her silent tongue tells tales 

of a horseman in the evening fog 


ce 

Tears locked ina cage 

of lead and ice, 

and her screaming eyes 
pierce 

like cold shafts of broken steel 
guilty 

by association, 

guilty 

by my own creation, 

and her silent tongue reminds me 
of my own desire 

as my mind commits rape 
and her eyes 

and my eyes 

feel so guilty 

that clocks stop 

and she screams 


4. 

Found her brokenhearted at dusk. 
still unwilling, 

the horseman now dead, 

and the angry young men 

who slew him 

now hot on her heels 

but still her screaming eyes 

and silent tongue 

remember. 


FLY 


(for PED) 
I thought I had you 
in my grasp 
When suddenly the wind 


blew you a kiss 

And you took off 

with a stab at the sky 

like a dagger into flesh 

and with a passion 

blinder than love 

I tried to catch you 

In my web of love and sadness 
But with an unbridled strength 
you soared straight through 
and kept on 

surging into the heavens 

I watched 

as you turned the sky upside down 
all the while wishing 

I could Fly 

like you 


CASTLES IN THE SAND 


We were young 
and we used to build castles 
in the sand 


Then the tide came in 
and we cried 
as it carried them away 


Tears feel so cool 

as they wash the sand away 
teardrops sparkle 

as the sun shines through 
the purging rain 


My heart is falling, 
and J listen, 

but it makes no sound 
and with our love 

we build new castles 
on higher ground 


PICTURES IN A WAX MUSEUM 


The room was suffocated by smoke 
and the smell 
of stale alcohol 


She is particularly beautiful tonight 
even more than I remembered her to be 
Now the sight of her 

makes me hate her 

even more 


I look up at the ceiling 

and see nothing but clouds 
smoke and bodies 

are packed so dense 

I can’t hear a thing 


I have been here many times before 
tonight am a stranger 
The bongmaster packs me another bowl 


and I make my contribution to the unfriendly air 


Now everyone is smiling 


“Don’t tease yourself” she said 
when | tried to kiss her 


“Are you still marned?” she asked 

I said | was 

“That's too bad” she said 

“LT really needed someone to talk to” 
“We can still talk” | said 


She laughed and went to find someone else to fuck 


Tease myself? I thought 
Women can be wicked 
even when they want you 
I find myself another drink 


I look up at the ceiling 

and see nothing but clouds 
any minute now 

I think it’s going to rain 


Everyone here has a cigarette in their mouth 
and coke 

in their veins 

and half of them 

will be either in jail 

or dead from AIDS 

By the time they turn twenty-five 

and that’s the way they want it 


I look up at the ceiling 

and see nothing but clouds 

smoke makes éverything 

stand still 

and everyone looks like a dummy 
in a wax museum 

A thousand pictures wallpaper themselves 
inside my head 

But they all tell the same story 
and now she talks to me 

she teases me 

and for all I know 

she fucks me 

but once the smoke clears 


I am still alone 


DAYLIGHT 


Daylight 

falls into my window 
and awakens the flies 
It is morning 


Naked 

you slide into my bedroom 
and open my cyes 

you are smiling 


You steal my heart 

then threaten me with freedom 
when you go away 

I have no one to lean on 

I want your soul 

and now your flesh I crave 

I want to kill you 

but I am your slave 


my brain burns slow 
on the electric range 
Some of my feelings 
are feeling strange 

I paint the floor 
with guts and bile 
blacker than sin 

on porcelain tile 


Twilight 

reaches into my body 
and opens my heart 
It is empty 


Naked 

I peel off my mask 

and challenge my conscience 
It is clean 
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